Intertwined 


Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/14757176. 


Rating: 

Archive Warning: 
Category: 
Fandom: 


Relationship: 
Characters: 


Additional Tags: 


Language: 
Stats: 


Teen And Up Audiences 

No Archive Warnings Apply 

M/M 

EDE-A-V HAF = TF | Boku no Hero Academia | My Hero 


Academia 


Bakugou Katsuki/Kirishima E1jirou 


kiribaku, bakushima, Friends to Lovers 
English 
Published: 2018-05-25 Words: 7,700 Chapters: 1/1 


Intertwined 
by DemiDivinedHero 


Summary 


When a villain / hero hostage training simulation gets botched, Bakugou finds himself in a 
precarious position with Kirishima as he's forced into something he both hates and enviously 
craves - prolonged physical contact with another human being. 


It's a good thing Kirishima's there to rescue him in more ways than one. 


Notes 


*** ATTENTION: This story will be *not* be taken down on 7/11 after having received such 
kind and supportive replies since announcing my original decision. I want to leave this up for 
anyone who loves it, as I love it too, and instead I've decided to just make it into a one-shot 
and leave it up for everyone. Sorry for the scare! 


Huge motivation for this fic is thanks to song: Don't Leave, by Snakehips. I highly 
recommend listening to it while you read if your looking for something to drone on while 


you're reading. \(“_“%~\) 


See the end of the work for more notes 


As they filed off the bus, Bakugou felt an immense appreciation for what was in front 
of him. Green hills and shapely mountains spread out before him, and he could see all of 
them clearly from his spot on the cliff-side. Already he was mapping out these mountain 
ranges, red eyes tracking openings between trees and natural trails and eyeing up nearby 
streams. 


His hands reflexively flexed and he felt his heels dig further down into his boots, 
anticipating hiking up through old paths and scaling off rock and roots. For a moment, he was 
entirely caught up in this site and his head filled with ideas of trekking out here alone one 
night and camping in these hills... He could already picture what way he’d go first, and how 
far he could get in a single day... 


But then Raccoon Eyes butted into his shoulder as she jumped past him, and her loud 
and rowdy voice was quick to cut through his thoughts and the peace as surely as Deku’s 
damn muttering would have. 


He grabbed his shoulder where she’d knocked into him and squeezed it aggressively 
for a moment before letting go. Anything to replace the feeling of another’s touch. 


““Wow~ This place is so beautiful! Are we really doing our training here today!? 
Yay!” Her jumping and wild motions almost made her uppercut Dunce face, but he only just 
barely moved out of her range instead of walking further away. It irked him to see. 


“Just look at this landscape...! It gives off such a strong and manly presence, doesn’t 
it!?” The pose Kirishima held had his elbows near-touching most around him, but no one 
seemed to mine. 


Sound Girl gave his declaration a raised brow as she twirled one of her earphone 
jacks idlily. 


“What does that even mean?” 


Glasses quickly asserted himself into the situation, hands chopping forward in that 
annoying motion habit he seemed to have. 


“Now now, class! There will be plenty of time for small talk once we’re back on the 
bus again! It is time for our lesson so the floor belongs back to Aizawa-sensei right now! 
Please shape up back into lines and the right order and let’s get, the ball, rolling!” 


Soy Face couldn’t help but grin at Four Eye’s words as he stretched and pointed out, 
“Yeah, okay, but you’re the only one out of line... and holding the floor too.” 


(?? 


“Hnnn, the Class Rep’s dilemma....! 


Moon Face and Deku quickly moved over for Four-Eyes to return to his spot and he 
watched with annoyed fascination how easily and swiftly both of them were to physically 
console him. They touched him and he received their consoles like it was... fucking nothing 
to be touched by someone else. 


Deku especially seemed fine with his arm being held awkwardly to his chest by the 
way Four-Eyes held his arms out in that robotic fashion — unbothered even though he was 
being inconvenienced by another person in his personal space. 


Fuckin’ Deku... Leave it to him to always piss me the fuck off: 


Aizawa stepped forward then, expression already one of annoyed exasperation. 
Bakugou hated the thought he might be making the same expression and shifted to cross his 
arms. 


“Now that you’ve all decided to pay attention... We’re doing another hero, villain, 
and hostage scenario. The differences this time are pretty simple things like location and 
some partner changes.” 


“T see! It’s a great idea to not get used to just one location, after all, and to learn to be 
flexible no matter the location. And working with old and new partners alike will only help 
improve synergy between the class.” The 3D Printer’s words had a lot of students making 
noises of dawning understanding. 


Aizawa’s lackluster reply had the 3D Printer stepping back into line in 
embarrassment, and Bakugou couldn’t stop scowling at the way Sound Girl was quick 
reassure her with a quick consoling touch to the arm. It pissed him off even further. 


Why the hell does everyone always have to touch each other... ? 


“T’ve already scoped the area and decided on the teams, so everyone listen up. When 
you’re called come grab your maps and go to the marked area with your teammate. Once 
you’re on location, the villains will secure their hostages within a time frame of five minutes 
before the heroes will be allowed on scene. The object for the villains is to not allow the 
hostage to be taken from them and to not be subdued. They need to outlast the hero for 
fifteen minutes to succeed, or shut the hero down by subduing and capturing them before 
they can free and escape with the hostage. 


Hero’s role is to rescue the hostage and return back to the marked ‘rescue point’ on 
your maps, or to subdue the villain and then free the hostage and take them to the rescue 
location. Heroes have fifteen minutes to rescue and escort the hostage to the marked locations 
from the moment they arrive on scene. 


Hostages are to not partake in any fighting exchange. They cannot bust themselves 
out of their binds, and they cannot physically assist the hero in fighting off the Villain. They 
are also not allowed to run off on their own when freed — they can only be escorted. For all 
extensive purposes, everyone should consider hostages as invalids in this scenario.” 


So basically the hostages are going to be nothing but pain-in-the-asses. 
Bakugou surmised, “In other words, think of the hostages as quirkless luggage.” 


He side-eyed Deku at this, and the shit-nerd blinked before frowning uneasily back at 
him. 


“Not exactly, Bakugou.” It was the 3D Printer again. She glanced at Aizawa and 
seeing he saw no need to object with what was sure to be her analysis of the situation, she 
continued. 


“The hostage in this situation could also be a child, someone who’s judgement is 
impaired, or even someone unconscious. Or they could merely be someone too afraid to 
move. Some people freeze when they’re in danger. There have been many cases where a 
civilian or hostage has been unable to rescue themselves — even if they have been freed from 
bindings.” She glanced around at her classmates at this, and seeing she had everyone’s 
attention, she carried on with a firm nod. 


“In cases such as that it’s often all on the hero’s quick judgement analysis skills to 
assess the situation’s danger and choose the correct path to take; either to rescue them and 
prioritize retreating, or to take down the enemy quickly before trying to escort the hostage to 
safety. And considering we’re given a narrow time limit, this simulation will no doubt be 
testing how quickly and accurately we can assess our chances against our opponent: the time 
it would take for a fight versus the time for a rescue, and how quickly everyone can 
accordingly plan the best moves for the greatest chance of success.” 


The Sound Girl made a noise of understanding at this, quickly adding, “So then... 
Rather we fight or subdue or rescue... For the heroes, the situation really depends on who our 
villain is. For example for some people,” she glanced at Icy-Hot, who blinked cluelessly at 
her, “it would probably be better to focus on rescuing the hostage and escaping over a fight, 
while as for others...” she side-eyed Dunce face, who blinked in shock for a moment before 
shouting, “Hey!” 
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Deku muttered, “I see... So it’s one of those tests 


“Ah man, that means some of us going to be brawling today, huh? Man, I’m stoked! 
Are you ready to cut loose too, Bakugou?” 


Kirishima grinned at him, fists raised at his sides. 

“Someone’s going to die today, alright.” 

“T see. Another day festive with dark impulses and revelry.” 

“Enough. You’re all wasting time. The first team is Sero, Kirishima, and Bakugou.” 
“What, really? Hell yeah, guys, let’s GO!” 


Aizawa handed the map to Bakugou, and Bakugou watched as Aizawa quickly 
snapped a sticker on each of their uniforms. When he saw what was written on his, still near- 


reeling from the sudden contact, his face rippled into a snarl. 
“Hostage!? What the fuck.” 
Sero glanced down at his own costume with a lopsided grin. 
“Looks like I’m your villain Bakugou.” 
“Fuck off, P1l kill you first.” 


Aizawa casted him a shit-eating grin as he said, “Remember what I said? Hostages 
aren’t allowed to engage in combat. I think this lesson will be good for you.” 


“Hey, wait, I want to switch — don’t ignore me!” 


As Aizawa walked off to call on the next team, he passed another map to Kirishima as 
the red-headed fiend walked over with a stupid grin. 


“Looks like I’m going to be your hero today, Blasty. Please treat me kindly.” 


He flipped him the bird, which Kirishima quickly laughed at as Sero rubbed the back 
of his neck with a sigh. 


“T can tell that today’s going to be a long one... Anyway, which way Bakugou?” 
“Goddammit, making me a pissy hostage...” 


He glanced at the map and then took off, hearing Aizawa call after them as they 
headed down the pass: 


“The exam starts as soon as the hostage and villain make it down the pass. From there 
heroes need to wait five minutes for everyone to get in place and things set up. So don’t 
dawdle, and remember villains: your hostages are your priorities. You have to keep them 
from getting rescued. Use this time before the hero arrives to your advantage while you can. 
Use it unwisely, and the hero will certainly succeed in rescue.” 


“Yooo, Bakugou, I’ Il definitely save you so hold tight! And Sero, no matter what 
happens, no hard feelings okay!?” 


Soy Face sighed again as they made it down the pass, quickly marching after him as 
they hiked their way up the mountain trek. 


“Kirishima’s really set on going all out, isn’t he? I guess sitting still on the bus so long 
has him pumped up for some action. Heh, okay then. I’ll just use that against him!” 


“Shut it Tape-Arms, and walk behind me.” 


They trekked in silence for some time before coming to their destination. It was at the 
top of a cliff. Soy Face walked out from behind him and took in the location with a hum. 


“Looks like we’re here... Hm, oh, Bakugou, did you not bring your gauntlets with 
you?” 


“I’m not allowed to use them so why fuckin’ bother. Why are you asking?” 
“Because of this... Ah, sorry in advance man!” 


Rapid-fire tape shot out from his elbows, completely wrapping around Bakugou’s 
arms and in short work restraining him. 


“Hey...!” 


“I’m supposed to secure you. I am a villain after all. I can’t be wasting time — 
Kirishima’s definitely the kind of guy to rush right in as soon as his five minutes are up.” 


He placed a gentle but firm hand on Bakugou’s shoulder and all at once he flinched at 
the contact, instantly disgusted by the feel of someone touching him — by the claustrophobia 
of being unable to move — and he had to bite down hard on his tongue to stop himself from 
demanding Soy Face /et him go right fucking now- 


He took a breath and let Sero move him closer to the cliff, positioning him so his back 
was to the cliffside. Tape continued to fly from his elbows as Bakugou quickly became the 
centerpiece for his webbing, stretching from him into the trees nearby. The tape kept his 
upper arms locked tight to his body, but he could still bend his arms at the elbow — but with 
his wrists together like they were, he couldn’t separate his hands. His legs were bound above 
and under the knees. Trying to run would be an absolute pain, but not impossible. 


Which means... 
He glanced up to find Soy Face surveying their location with a critical eye. 


“Hoy, this isn’t bad at all. Kirishima wouldn’t be able to sneak and try a rescue from 
behind with a cliff at our backs if I set you up here... Though, that isn’t his style anyway. No, 
he’ll definitely charge in from the front.” 


He walked into the surrounding trees and woods for a second, and for a long minute 
the only sound Bakugou could hear was tape being dispensed and no doubt set-up in 
boobytraps. 


Soy Face walked back out with a nod of satisfaction. 


“There. I’ve left the most direct path open, as he’! certainly charge from this 
direction. Then when he tries to run I’Il get him. He might be able to cut through my tape 
easily with that insane strength of his, but if I can manage to bind him enough that he can’t 
move, I’ll have captured him.” 


He walked back over to Bakugou and with a deafening sound, he unstripped one final 
piece of tape and held it out before him with a lopsided apologetic look. 


“Again, sorry, but I can’t have you blabbing to Kirishima and helping him.” 


“Don’t even think about it, Soy Face, or you’ll be the first person I murder when I’m 
free.” 


Untroubled by his declaration, he stuck the tape across Bakugou’s mouth even as he 
tried to jerk back. The bounds held him securely even as he thrashed back as hard as he 
could. Sero’s hand were like before, firm but gentle, as he bound his mouth and his fingertips 
moved off over the tape and ghosted across the tips of his ears at his motions. Bakugou froze 
at the contact, but Sero seemed to think nothing of it and just as quickly as he was touching 
him, he was letting go and moving away. 


It was only the smallest contact, a graze, but Bakugou felt like his ears were burning. 
The contact somehow felt seared into him, and he hated how strongly he felt it with every 
part of his being. He hated it even worse knowing the barely-there touch didn’t even seem to 
register as anything significant to Soy Face, who looked away from him and got ready for 
Kirishima’s arrival. 


These bindings didn’t rob him of all his mobility, or even all movement, but still they 
brought back flashes of sludge and chains and bindings and for a moment, Bakugou was truly 
and utterly sick to his stomach, but he willed those emotions and glimpses away. 


I’m not there, I’m not there, not... there...damn it... 


He forced those sickening thoughts from his head, and practiced breathing out of his 
nose. In, and out. In, and out. In, and out. 


Finally, he swallowed, and his stomach settled again. 
He would NOT allow himself to panic, or freak out. 


Reflexively, he began to clench and unclench his hands, working his sweat glands. He 
was loath to admit it, but he was really glad he hadn’t brought his gauntlets. If they’d been on 
him like this... Their familiar weight in this position would have reminded him of nothing 
but shackles... 


He swallowed again. 


He must have spent more time than he’d realized working his hands and settling his 
stomach, because suddenly a loud crack filled the air and he and Soy Face were both looking 
up in alarm as trees began to topple forward. They landed in the clearing with a loud crash, 
shaking the ground around them. 


“What in the — Kirishima, don ¢ go destroying the forest!” 


Sero crouched with his elbows ready to fire, eyes darting back and forth from falling 
trees — trying to find where Kirishima was going to come from. 


An explosion of woods and trees came from beside Soy Face as Kirishima launched 
himself out from within a fallen tree trunk, hardened face one of excitement as debris got 
caught up in Soy Face’s tape instead of him. He was on him in seconds, fast strikes launching 


one after another — with Sero only being able to stay just one step ahead until his foot caught 
on a downed tree and he fell back. 


Kirishima leapt on top of him and although his left side was wrapped in tape, the clear 
hardened grip he had under Soy Face’s throat spoke of who the winner was. 


Soy Face winced from under him, an admiring but self-loathing expression on his 
face. 


“Holy shit dude, I wasn’t expecting you to launch the forest at me... C’mon...” 


Kirishima grinned, quickly snagging Sero’s arms much to his chagrin, and ripping 
tape from him to quickly wrap and bind him down. 


““We’ve been partners before, dude! There’s no way I wouldn’t remember how you set 
things up. Or how you try to catch people off guard.” 


“Still, shit... That was barely a minute long... You’!l make me look bad. What the 
hell got you so pumped up for this round??” 


Kirishima’s face did a weird tilt, but he merely grinned afterwards. 


He was still fastening Soy Face’s binding when another loud crack had them glance 
up to see a tree — which had previously barely been held up by tape — topple over and crash 
down beside them. 


“.,.really dude, this is just a training exercise. Don’t go wrecking a forest.” 


“Aizawa said it was okay. I asked him. Apparently a hero will fix any damages we 
cause.” 


He felt like he was losing his mind, and began to snarl and stomp and thrash about in 
his bindings. 


“Oh, shit, sorry dude! I'll hurry and release you in just a sec-sec...” 


The ground gave another rumble, and Bakugou froze as he glanced down at his feet. 
With the downed trees shredding most of the tape around and his thrashing tearing the last of 
it around him, he felt the ground under him sink the slightest bit. Then slip an inch more. 


Kirishima and Soy Face seemed to realize what was happening at the same moment, 
but bound as he was, Sero was helpless to move. Kirishima grabbed him and flung him back 
as he darted forward. 


Bakugou tried to shout at his dumbass of a friend to stay back but only a muffled 
shout came out as the ground under him collapsed in front of them. 


“Sero!” 


Kirishima’s cry was half-buried under the rush of air that reached Bakugou’s ears as 
he was falling headfirst down the cliff — he thrashed but the bindings around his arms and 
wrists stayed firmly together. Explosions popped from his hands but there was nowhere to 
aim them and he was falling. 


Shit, shit, shit, shit, think, what to do when from falling from a— no time to think 
react! 


Instinctively he tried to raise his bound hands to wrap around his head, but as soon as 
he started lifting them out he heard a familiar shout. 


“Bakugou!”’ 


Kirishima was flying down the gorge after him — one arm raised and already flying 
towards him in a slicing motion. He understood in an instant and held his arms as firm as 
possible as Kirishima reached him and sliced through the tape binding his wrists. 


Even if he couldn’t move the entirety of his arms this was enough he moved to aim 
his arms behind him but an arm suddenly encircled him and a voice was in his ear shouting, 
“Hold on!” 


Then with a whiplash that could have impressed even All Might, their fall came to aj 
ErK and BoUN cE and Bakugou found that instead of falling down they were swinging 
toward the cliff at his back. He braced for the impact of smacking into hard rock, but the arm 
around him tightened further and as he was preparing for the hit a loud c RA ck LE sound 
rendered behind him and he was again, whiplashed. 


For three solid full seconds — Bakugou Katsuki was stunned and unseeing before he 
was able to come back down from his whiplash and blink, to suck in a breath of air that 
fought him the whole way down. 


Another two seconds before the pain of the whiplash hit him and caused him to 
shudder and grimace. 


Another moment before he became completely aware that his face was pressed firmly 
into someone’s collar bone, and that he was smushed up against another person’s body, and 
that an arm was still wrapped around his body. 


A shaky breath that didn’t come from him was released against his temple, and it only 
registered as someone’s breath when he realized it was Kirishima’s voice he was hearing, and 
that it was Kirishima talking to him. 


“H-holy shit, haha! What a rush! I mean, I love jumping off high places and making a 
big impact but... That’s when I can see where I’m jumping. I’ve never jumped without 
seeing before... But oh man, are you okay Bakugou? That whiplash must have been crazy 
bad for you. I tried to keep your body from bouncing as much as I could but did you smack 
your head? Oi, hey, Bakugou?” 


Kirishima, its Kirishima. 


He managed to lift his head enough to glance up and was immediately struck by 
vertigo as he realized they were suspended upside down. 


“Oi, you’re really pale... Hey, are you okay?” 
“Shut up...” 


He wasn’t entirely sure he’d managed to say it out loud. The words were muffled and 
jumbled, for some reason. He glanced back down, looked around him, and then glanced over 
his shoulder to figure out what the hell was still holding them up. Anything but look at 
Kirishima, anything but focus on how close he was to someone else — anything else but feel 
soclaustrophicandtrappedand 


“HEEEEEEYYYYYYY!?” 
Soy Face’s echoing voice. 
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“We’re okay, man!” Kirishima’s voice. His loud voice. Pressed this close, Bakugou 
could fee/ his vocal cords vibrating. The sensation was so incredibly foreign to him that he 
found himself speechless. 


“But we’re... stuck!” 


There was a loud unidentifiable sound from above, before Soy Face’s voice called 
back down. 


“DAMMIT, SO AM I! I CAN’T, GET, FREE! SHIT, JUST STAY THERE! 
SOMEONE IS BOUND TO COME INVESTIGATE THAT MUCH NOISE!” 


Rescue...? NO. 

He squirmed and twisted until he could see. 

Tape. There was tape bound around Kirishima’s left ankle. Soy Face must have taped 
him when Kirishima jumped. That’s what caused this insane whiplash. He’d fallen quite a 


ways before Kirishima had caught him. 


He glanced down the gorge to see he would have still fallen for some time if 
Kirishima hadn’t grabbed ahold of him... 


He would have fallen way too far. 


Another shift had him glancing over his shoulder to see that Kirishima had slammed 
his right hand into the cliffside. In that one move, he’d prevented Bakugou from slamming 
into the cliff wall, and had anchored them somewhere. 


He had... protected... 


“Shit, Bakugou, I’m sorry!” 


It took him a moment to look at Kirishima — why did it take him a moment to move — 
and he became aware everything was suddenly red in one eye. 


“You must have cut your face on my chest.” 

There was a slight sting on his cheek. That’s where the red was coming from. 
Okay. He knew what was going on now. 

Now, focus. 


“Damn, Bakugou, you’re way too pale... You look like you’re going to be sick. 
Please hold out, man! It’ll be okay.” 


His temper flared and he moved his arms — but to do what he wasn’t sure. As far as he 
could tell, the only thing holding him from plummeting down was Kirishima’s arm. The 
smart thing to do would be wrap his arms around Kirishima’s back. But his arms — his hands 
wouldn’t — they stayed just out of reach — he thought he might be sick after all. 


Kirishima’s face was twisted in worry, and he made a strange noise as he looked 
around before his eyes settled on something below them. He seemed to contemplate 
something before turning to shout back up at Sero. 


“Hey, Sero, I need you to give us some slack!” 

“WHAT!? YOU WANT TO GO LOWER!?” 

“YEAH!!! [have a plan! JUST LOWER US A FEW YARDS!” 
“HOW’S BAKUGOU?” 


“Just do it WHEN I HOLLAR AT YOU IN A SECOND! WAIT UNTIL ?M 
READY!!!” 


“OKAY, JEEZ, JUST DON’T DO ANYTHING STUPID!” 


Bakugou was furious. He wasn’t sure why. But he was pissed. He was definitely 
pissed. This is what anger felt like. It was anger. Definitely. 


.. right? 
“Hey, Bakugou.” 


The metal from Kirishima’s face armor pressed into his face as Kirishima’s voice was 
suddenly right in his ear again. 


“Sorry if this is... going to get really personal. But I need to hear your voice.” 


He didn’t have a clue as to what Kirishima was talking about until, very suddenly, he 
felt Kirishima’s lips against his cheek. He froze solid, eyes widening as Kirishima’s mouth 


moved. He tried to holler something, but the words wouldn’t come out. 
Things felt hazy. 
“Breathe Bakugou, through your nose.” 


He went to snarl at him, but found the words still wouldn’t come out. In fact, nothing 
was coming out. Why? Why couldn’t he- 


A stinging pain against his face and the sound of something ripping startled him, and 
he grimaced as he felt something move from one of his cheeks. Then Kirishima’s lips were 
barely there, barely grazing his lips, and then more ripping, before the pain landed on his 
other cheek. He tried to turn away from the feeling, but turning away only allowed another 
sharp tug and then the pain was gone. 


When he blinked his eyes Kirishima was there, something bitten between his sharp 
teeth. His eyebrows were pressed in worry and he looked uneasy — it was such an unusual 
expression on him that it gave Bakugou pause. 


Then suddenly he gasped in a deep breath, unsure of when he had stopped breathing, 
and found that his vision — which had been dangerously fading in and out just seconds ago — 
began to slowly center once again. With it came a dangerous amount of vertigo. 


His body was jostled closer to Kirishima’s and with a soft lisp to his words, Kirishima 
counseled, “Shut your eyes and just breathe for a minute.” 


He found himself obeying if for no other reason than the fact he was dizzy again and 
this close to losing everything inside of his stomach. Already he was near choking on bile. 


With his face pressed under Kirishima’s throat, it was impossible to not listen to his 
heartbeat. Quick, but sturdy — rhythmic. Listening to it helped him get his shit together. He 
was also warm — Bakugou could feel Kirishima’s body heat transferring into his cheeks from 
this contact alone. It helped him focus. 


“T’m not going to drop you no matter what. And you know I’m a man of my word, so 
you know it’s a good promise!” 


Why Kirishima was talking in such a low whisper was beyond him, but Bakugou kept 
his eyes closed and focused on breathing. It was becoming easier, and already his head felt 
the slightest bit clearer now. He tried clenching and unclenching his hands at his sides, 
relying on the familiar motions like clockwork. 


“, .hey, this weekend will you tutor me again? I think I need some more help. I really 
like your manly way of teaching! The way you teach your lessons really have lots of 
character.” 


... teaching? 


Why is he talking about me teaching him now of all times? 


And he still had that weird sound to his voice. It sounded like he was trying to spit. 
Unable to resist not knowing what was going on, he managed to squirm enough to watch as 
Kirishima managed to spit out a piece of tape. It twirled down below them. His sore face, 
which he had forgotten about momentarily, was visited by a phantom pain across his lips. 


It suddenly became clear why he hadn’t been able to speak or breathe properly earlier. 


The realization had him blinking his eyes and shaking his head, trying to shake off the 
last verges of his lethargy. He put his focus on Kirishima, who in return, released a breath of 
relief and grinned the moment he saw he had Bakugou’s undivided attention. 


“Your quirk, you can secrete nitroglycerin, right?” 


It took him a slow moment where he blinked in reply before he realized he could talk 
again. This time when he unclenched his hands small explosions popped across his palms. 
The feel and sensation seemed to further wake him up out of his stupor. 


“What the hell’s that question s’upposed to have to do with anythin’...” 
Kirishima seemed further delighted. 

“That’s the grumpy expression I remember!” 

“Fuck off...” 


An oddly strangled laugh seemed to escape Kirishima then, and Bakugou frowned at 
the sound and feel of it. He once again became aware of how close they were, but the 
proximity was nowhere near as disorienting or suffocating as before. 


“HEYYY, KIRISHIMA??” 
They both glanced back up at the clifftop before Kirishima shifted to look at him. 


“Hey, Bakugou, I know you’re still shaky and everything, but I have a plan to help 
with that. But I need to know if you can handle it, okay? For real.” 


Shaky? 
It took him by surprise to realize that he was shaking. Downright trembling, even. 


It also infuriated him. He let anger be his scapegoat — anger always carried him 
through. 


“What the hell are you talking about?” 


“Neither of will be able to think straight for long if we stay suspended upside down 
like this... I’m going to have Sero give us some slack and jump down there,” he gestured 
with his chin to a spot a few yards below where the cliff walls were particularly close to each 
other, “and I'll dig into the walls with my hands and feet. I’Il hold us like that, so we at least 
won’t be upside down anymore.” 


He eyed it skeptically, before growling, “Then just do it already.” 
Kirishima gave him an odd look. 

“What?” 

“T can’t... Not yet, anyway.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I need you to hold on to me.” 

Oh. 

“...1f I let go and then dig into the walls with my hands and feet... 
No. 

“TI won’t be able to hang on to you.” 

No. No. NO. 

“So I need you to grab me.” 

Bakugou looked away from him. 

For a long moment, silence reigned. 

“Bakugou... I can’t... cut you free like this. Even if I dropped you...” 
“Don’t fucking assume what I’m thinking.” 


Kirishima shifted, and the shift was followed by a near-missed wince that had 
Bakugou blinking. Now that he was looking closer, he could see there was pain around 
Kirishima’s eyes, and the arm that was dug into the wall was shuddering. The soft warm 
chest under his chin carried a strong but uneasy heartbeat now. 


One. 

T-two. 

Three... 

Then realization hit. 

““’..01, fuckface...” 

Kirishima refocused on him, blinking at the dark expression on his face. 


“,.that crazy whiplash... and slamming your damn fist into the cliff... Why the hell 
didn’t you harden your whole body against that crazy amount of fucking impact?” 


His hands, which had been clenching and unclenching this whole time, were shaking 
visibly. 


Kirishima stared at him for a long moment, expression resolute. 
“ .1f I had hardened everything, you would have bashed your face against my chest.” 


Shame and anger filled him, and he couldn’t do anything about but growl and fire off 
small useless explosions from his palms. 


“HEY? GUYS? IS EVERYTHING OKAY DOWN THERE?” 
They both ignored him, and Kirishima met Bakugou's gaze evenly. 


“T wouldn’t have hardened for anyone. Why would I protect someone from one cliff 
wall only to smash their face into another one...?” 


Now that he was consciously aware of what Kirishima had done, he could see 
Kirishima’s body was still feeling the recoil from everything. And still, and still, he was 
willing to hold this painful position because...! 


Bakugou tried to move his arms forward but they just — they just wouldn t go past a 
certain point. 


“T can’t,” admitting it felt like losing, and he hated it with every fiber of his being. 


“Is... is it the tape? If you can at least wrap your legs around me to some degree, we 
can shift until I can bite it off your arms...” 


“Tt... Itisn’t... It’s not the tape.” 


The tape just kept his elbows around his torso. It wasn’t what was preventing him 
from reaching out. 


It was obvious Kirishima didn’t seem to know what he was talking about. 
“GUYS!?” 


Kirishima shifted them, and Bakugou’s eyes widened as they were suddenly face-to- 
face. Kirishima’s expression was earnest, and as sweat dripped off his forehead, it was 
suddenly pressed against his own. The contact caused him to shudder and if it wasn’t for 
intensity of the touch he would have jerked away. 


Memories came flooding back - moments where he couldn't breathe or couldn't move 
-of too much contact and not enough air - and they threatened to spill over but Bakugou 
cursed them back with every fiber of his being. 


Kirishima watched him as he struggled, eyes intent and mouth in a firm line. When he 
spoke, his gaze was sharp but his words were soft. 


“T don’t know what’s wrong... But its important, isn’t it? Whatever it is... I won’t tell 
anyone. I promise... But, even if you can’t tell me... That’s okay. That’s okay, man! Just this 
once... trust whatever it is... with me.” Kirishima closed his eyes and pressed his forehead 
further into Bakugou’s. “Just shut it down for the next few seconds. Whatever is choking you 
like this... It isn’t stronger than you are. Shut it down, block it out. Just hold onto me, and 
just breathe. I'll do everything else.” 


He bit his lips at those words, clenched and unclenched his hands, and felt sweat drip 
off his jaw before he couldn’t hold it back anymore and violently cursed. He tightly shut his 
eyes against it - all the memories of disgust and fear and helplessness. 


“Fuck it, fuck it!” 


He wrapped his arms around Kirishima’s body, arms encircling under his arms and 
gloved fingers digging into his back. His legs, bound so awkwardly, also moved and bent, 
hiking to hook heels against heels. Hot-pressed against him chest to chest, he cursed again, 
and squeezed. 


“Thanks, Bakugou! Sero, NOW!” 


A moment later the sound of tape being dispensed filled the air and Kirishima let go 
of him to slam his other hand into the wall to pull out his first. He kicked off and stretched his 
arms and legs wide as they fell. 


Bakugou felt chills race across his skin as they fell, and kept his eyes shut against the 
backlash of tight skin-to-skin contact. 


The loud sounds of Kirishima’s hands and feet crashing into the cliff sides 
reverberated around them as they sunk a few feet, but then they jerked roughly to a halt. The 
sound of small rocks crumbling away around them echoed throughout the gorge for a few 
seconds, and Bakugou tried to focus on it and not on the way he was practically sitting in 
Kirishima’s lap, still clinging to him. 


His stomach rolled. 

“Phew. Hey, that wasn’t so bad!” 

“ARE YOU GUYS OKAY DOWN THERE?? HEY!?” 
“We’re fine, dude!” 


“SWEET! CLIMB UP IF YOU CAN, OR WAIT FOR RESCUE! SOMEONE’S 
BOUND TO SHOW UP IN A FEW MINUTES!” 


Bakugou could feel himself trembling and couldn’t take it anymore. 
He let go. 


Kirishima gave a strangled half-screech until Bakugou hands launched up and caught 
him around the back of the neck. He looked so relieved he might puke, to which Bakugou 


could only dare him to vomit on him after how much he’d managed to hold it together so far. 
“W-warn me, first, holy crap, Bakugou!” 
“Shut up.” 


The quiet but severe violence in his voice surprised his friend into silence. Kirishima 
looked guilty, and Bakugou hated how that twisted his stomach worse. 


** ..as if I'd fall from a move like that.” 


A smile was brought back to his face, and Bakugou tried to tell himself that it didn t 
make him feel any better. 


But truthfully, his arms and legs were still trembling slightly, and he was sure it was 
impossible for Kirishima to miss it. Thankfully, for whatever reason, Kirishima made no 
mention of it. Instead he looked up to where the tape trailed up above their heads. 


When he looked back, there was a grin on his face and fire in his eyes. 

“Hey, Bakugou... You like to win, right? Well, we have two options.” 

“Haah?” 

Remarkably, his voice didn’t shake in the slightest, but it was rougher than normal. 
Kirishima didn’t pay any attention to that either. 


“If you can’t take anymore, I can bite you free of your bindings and you and me can 
climb on out of here... Or... We still have a few minutes left. If I carry us both up there it 
should still count that I’m rescuing you, and then if I get you escorted to the rescue point... 
We both still win.” 


Suspended and intertwined like they were, for the first time that day, Bakugou 
realized the disgust he always felt at prolonged contact was... 


... dissipating? 


The shudders had become barely-there trembles, and even his throat — which so often 
tightened until he forced out shouts and screams — was remarkably... loose. 


He was... okay. 

“Ah, Bakugou... You okay? You have a kind of weird expression on your face.” 
...1’m okay. 

He swallowed, finding the task noticeably less difficult than before. 


There was definitely still stress rolling off him in waves and his body was definitely 
still wanting to release and disengage but the compulsion to do so against his will was gone. 


Then, before he could think further on it, Kirishima’s forehead was back against his. 
“*.,.what the hell do you think... you’re doing?” 

“You’ve been acting strange... I’m checking for a fever.” 

“Toh. Fuck off.” 

Kirishima’s grin stretched then, and his eyebrows lifted. 


“You’re warm alright, but that good old Bakugou anger is back where it belongs... 
So?” 


“Haah?” 
“Can I be your hero?” 
A beat, then two. 


“Don’t fucking get ahead of yourself. Don’t say something like that unless you want 
to die... If I let you take me out of here and you don’t fucking get me to ‘rescue point’ in 
time, I was seriously kill you.” 


It lacked its normal level of impact, and Kirishima must have been able to tell he still 
wasn’t acting entirely like himself, but once again, he chose not to comment on it. Instead he 
met the challenge — threat — head on. 


1? 


“Understood! Okay, move your arms around my neck then, and let’s get going 
Can I do that? 
He’d moved them without much thought before. But to do it with purpose? 


He took a deep calming breath, and thought of his favorite spicy dishes, and then of 
favorite places to hitchhike... Then he moved! 


(4 ‘DIE!’ ’ 


He let go and lifted his arms, wrapping them around Kirishima’s neck, fully intent on 
breaking him if he was weak — same with his legs. He dug his heels in without remorse. 


Kirishima actively seemed to enjoy the show of force, and he turned his face skyward 
as he yanked half his body from the cliffside and slammed it into the other side. With a 
furious Bakugou hanging off his side and a fast-approaching time limit coming up, he 
slammed his hardened fists and feet into the cliffas he scaled up it faster and faster. 


Bakugou felt some queasiness come back as he was jostled, but every so often 
Kirishima — out of nowhere — would place a quick touch to the small of his back — without 
ever pausing in his climb. Each touch raised his anxiety for a moment — but it would leave as 
quickly as it came, even before Kirishima would remove his hand. 


To distract himself, he focused on yelling at Kirishima and rushing him upuntil the 
very moment they climbed back over the cliff-side. 


Sero whooped in joy to see them, still stuck on his side. 
“Hell yeah, welcome back you two!” 


Bakugou was still half-raised up from how his hands were wrapped around the back 
of Kirishima’s neck, but just as he was about to let go and make Kirishima hurry and let him 
go Kirishima shouldered him. 


He barely got an angry shout out before Kirishima was booking it, flying down the 
trail with Bakugou still over his shoulder. 


“H-hey, guys!? GUYS!?” 

“What the shit do you think you’re doing, Shitty Hair!?” 
“Woah, you haven’t called me that in a while, ahaha!” 
“Pl kill you, put mE DOWN!” 


“We’re running out time Blasty! It’s all or nothing! Just think of me as your horse 
once again!” 


The motions of being picked up and rushed off with threatened to make him ill again 
— the humiliation — but the reminder of the cavalry battle pushed it back down. 


In truth, the motions of being held - carried - were causing his heart to beat like crazy 
with an unidentifiable emotion. It felt like 1t might explode! Even his skin felt searing hot - 
like it might suddenly combust. He tried to focus on Kirishima instead of himself, watching 
his back as the hyper-hulk charged through the woods around them, unfaltering. 


A horse that wont break... 


Before he even realized it, Kirishima was shouting as the rescue zone came into view. 
A lot of students were already there, and Aizawa was watching as they came barreling toward 
it. Seeing the other students there — seeing Deku there — all at once he no longer gave a damn 
about his hatred for skinship and instead he roared, “FUCKIN’ BOOK IT, YOU PIECE OF 
SHIT!’ He smacked Kirishima on the head as much as he possibly could. 


Kirishima sped up, long-jumping the last several feet and skidding into the rescue 
zone much to the horror and terror of many students who only just barely moved out of the 
way in time. 


Aizawa glanced back at them, idily checking his stopwatch as he said, “...with fifteen 
narrow, narrow seconds to pass.” 


Kirishima set Bakugou down and raised his hands and voice in victory as Bakugou 
immediately exploded the bonds binding him with a rage-induced roar. 


“Holy crap, guys! Just what the hell happened to you two!? I never would have 
thought Sero could give you both so much trouble... Not the ‘don’t mind it’ guy...” 


“If I recall correctly, you were also soundly bested in just moments in the sport’s 
festival battles too, Kaminari.” 


“Asui, c-come on... Man...” 


Bakugou clutched his chest, quickly walking away from everyone else. He had to 
focus on breathing for a few seconds. That much contact... 


His legs were shaking, and he hated it. 

Smacking them with his fists didn’t seem to do anything. 

“Oh, so Sero’s been subdued? I guess someone needs to go free him, then.” 
“Heya, Kaminari, could you go do that for me, please?” 

“Ehhh? You’re the energetic nut — and he’s your villain!” 


A sigh, followed by words he missed. Then footsteps approaching his secluded nook. 
As soon as Kirishima broke through the lines separating him from the rest of the class 
Bakugou turned around and aimed his hand directly at the red-head’s face. 


“Not a single damn step closer, or I’Il blast you apart.” 


Kirishima, to his credit, didn’t seem particularly phased by the threat that was 
definitely not an idle one — and instead only looked a little chagrined. 


“*.,.hey Bakugou. There’s something I want to say. You can blast me if you don’t like 
it, afterwards, but uh... Let me just say it first.” 


He glared, but held his tongue. Warning explosions and smoke were starting to form 
along his gloved palm, but they stayed just warning fire. 


For now. 


““...what I said down the cliffside... About listening... Look. Ugh, man, I hate beating 
around the bush. That isn’t me!” 


He slammed his fists together, and seemed to be pumping himself up. 


After he did this for a few moments, he stood straight again. His face was sweaty and 
slightly flushed, but his expression was once again earnest. 


“T don’t really know what happened down there but it was clear that it was something 
pretty major... I just want you to know, whatever it is that’s bothering you... You can tell me! 
I'll definitely listen. Even if it’s something really weird, or really hard to say.” He looked... 
disappointed, maybe? Hurt? 


Bakugou didn’t quite understand what his expression meant. 

“T’ll listen to whatever you want to say... Whenever you want to say it. And if you 
never want to mention it again or say anything... That’s okay. I won’t ever bring it up again. 
You have my word.” 

Kirishima took a step forward — who knows why — and this time the explosion that 
came out of his palm could be heard by the rest of the class, who they both heard startle from 
it. 

Kirishima, unflinching, just looked miserable. 

“No more.” 

“Uh, but...” 

““No more.” 

The red-head rubbed the back of his neck, expression twisting as he looked away. 


“.....1’m sorry. I shouldn’t have brought up whatever it was again.” 


Frustrated, Bakugou lowered his arm and covered his face. Blood from the scratch 
was already scabbing over. He ignored it entirely as he closed his eyes. 


“., not now, but maybe... one day.” 


He muttered it quietly, but Kirishima perked up regardless. His expression changed as 
well, to one of quiet relief. 


“Okay.” 
He wasn’t promising anything. But maybe one day... 
“|, .Okay.” 


One day he’d be able to say what was bothering him so much. To put into words 
this... agony and loneliness. 


“Alright, well, I’m going to go get Sero! Be back!” 
And as quick as that Kirishima was gone. 


Bakugou turned to watch him go for a moment, before wrapping his arms around 
himself. He could still fee/ Kirishima’s body heat against his skin. His body remembered the 
way they’d pressed into one another. The closeness and security of their embrace... The 
euphoria of skinship he hadnt experienced since he was small... 


He desperately wanted to feel that again, even as his mind recoiled at the mere 
thought of it. 


He was a mess, with his body, mind, and heart pulling in different directions. 
Bakugou literally could not take any more than this. 
But god, did he crave it. 


He covered his eyes again. 


End Notes 


Heya everyone, I hope you enjoyed the first part of Skinship! It was really fun to write! You 
can catch me on my blog @demidvinedhero if you wanna see updates when I'm working on a 
new story or are looking for BNHA themed blogs to follow! V(4-4)/7 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


